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With the new atmosphere of later times and under the
shadow of a great domestic affliction, the ripe powers of
the poet produced, in 1915, his masterpiece, Smaraxasam-
hitn, one of the few great poems in the language. It is full
of self-restraint and dignity* Artistic expression is clear
as crystal and is reminiscent of the Sarhskrta masters. A
quiet, pensive sadness overshadows the poem from its very
beginning.

The heart does not smile; for, to-day, I feel helpless.   And yet it sheds no

tear, though I am heavy with burden.

*                                       *                                       *

I do not like to speak, for my heart is weighted with muteness. But as
the burden Hows in words it grows lighter.1

The poet is oppressed with despair.

On the chess-board of the world, life is but an unequal game; for, we play it
against a Power, strong and yet invisible. Deluded, we believe the pawns as
ours; but the Power takes them as It likes. We play new and yet newer
moves to save them, but the hidden Power bafHes us.-

Hope is gone.

The last remaining string of the fore of hope is broken. Child! On your
last string alone depended life.3

With the aid of philosophy and religion, he commences
a search for his departed child. Helplessly he cries:

The door does not open, and my feet are sinking. Am I sinking in the
mire ? I know not Religious fervour! Brother ! Divine Faith! Mother
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